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OCCASIONAL   VERSES. 


TO   REGRET. 


Regret  !  thou  rank  and  noisome  weed, 
I  strive  in  vain  to  crush  thy  seed, 

Thy  deadly  root  destroy  : 
Thy  poisonous  exhalations  rise, 
Thy  sickening  blossoms  meet  my  eyes. 

And  blast  each  opening  joy. 

Where  rich  carnations,  white  and  red, 
With  rose  and  myrtle,  fragrance  shed. 

Thy  nauseous  odors  rise  ; 
And,  when  I'd  pluck  the  blossoms  sweet. 
Thy  dreaded  form  I  ever  meet. 

And  every  pleasure  dies. 

No  more  I'll  range  the  wilds  for  flowers, 
Nor  seek  on  earth  for  blooming  bowers. 

But  raise  my  heart  and  eyes ; 
Since  this  rank  weed  spreads  all  the  plain. 
Why  should  I  seek  for  joys  in  vain  ? 

I'll  raise  them  to  the  skies. 

URSULINE. 

1798. 
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TO  LITTLE  HETTY. 

Shade  of  my  clear  and  much  loved  child, 
Thy  mother's  tears  still  flow ; 

And  bitter  sighs,  and  anguish  wild, 
Consume  this  heart  of  woe. 

Oh,  never  can  I  cease  to  grieve  ; 

There's  no  more  joy  for  me  : 
All  earthly  pleasures  I'd  resign 

To  catch  one  glimpse  of  thee. 

Celestial  being,  gentle  shade  ! 

Thy  soul,  I  know,  is  free, 
Although  thou'rt  numbered  with  the  dead. 

And  lost  to  earth  and  me. 

"  Lost,"  did  I  say,  "  forever  lost  "  ! 

I  shudder  at  the  thought : 
What  though  thy  body's  turned  to  dust  ? 

What  though  thy  form  is  nought  ? 

Thy  blessed  spirit  must  survive 

This  awful  wreck  on  earth  : 
Thy  body  moulders  in  the  grave  ; 

But  Christ  can  call  it  forth. 

And  when  these  weary  days  are  passed, 

And  all  my  sorrows  o'er, 
O  God !  unite  us  at  the  last. 

To  separate  no  more  ! 
1801. 
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TO  LAURA  IN    HEAVEN. 

And  thou  art  gone,  sweet  bud  just  oped  to  bloom  ! 

Then  farewell  happiness  !  no  more  I  meet  thee  now ; 
For  sadness  dire  and  melancholy  gloom 

Have  hung  their  ensigns  on  my  throbbing  brow. 

No  more  the  vernal  morn  delights  my  eye, 

Nor  groves  harmonious  wake  responding  lays ; 

And  e'en  the  dazzling  splendors  of  the  sky 
I  view  in  silence,  and  forget  to  praise. 

Bereft  of  thee,  whose  every  look  was  love. 

Whose  cheering  smile  chased  half  my  cares  away, 

Whose  voice  was  sweet  as  angels'  notes  above. 

And  whose  mild  eyes  beamed  like  the  dawn  of  day. 

And  now  no  more  on  me  thy  mild  eye  beams  ; 

The  grave  conceals  thee  from  my  longing  sight : 
Oh  !  could  I  see  thee  even  in  my  dreams. 

Then  would  I  hail  with  joy  the  shadowy  night. 

But,  oh,  mysterious !  not  e'en  in  my  dreams 
Has  sportive  fancy  brought  thee  to  my  sight. 

Save  one  blessed  moment  when,  like  morn's  bright  beams, 
Methought  I  saw  thee  on  some  wondrous  height. 

I  saw  thy  form  arrayed  in  heavenly  charms, 
And  thou  dids't  cast  thy  pitying  eyes  below  : 

I  gazed  with  transport,  raised  my  longing  arms. 
And  then  awoke  to  keenest  sense  of  woe. 


OCCASIONAL    VERSES. 


ON  SEEING  CHILDREN  ON  THE  COMMON. 

"  Oh  !  pray  look  here,"  Louisa  cried, 

"  See  what  a  Httle  throng  ! 
See  how  they  skip  from  side  to  side, 

And  how  they  dance  along ! 

"  Dear  mother,  what  delights  them  so  ? 

They  dance  all  in  a  ring ; 
Oh,  how  I  wish  that  I  might  go  ! 

Pray,  mother,  is  it  spring ! 

"  Yes,  yes,  it  is,  my  dearest  child  ; 

And  yonder  busy  throng 
Are  come  to  gather  garlands  wild. 

And  hear  the  robins'  song. 

"  Once  such  a  scene  my  heart  would  thrill 

With  rapture  and  delight ; 
But  now  to  me  'tis  winter  still, 

And  all  is  dark  as  night. 

"  The  wintry  blast  and  spring  so  mild 

Are  both  alike  to  me  : 
Since  I  no  more  can  see  my  child. 

No  beauty  can  I  see. 

"  In  yonder  little  group  you  see. 

That  range  to  take  the  air. 
There's  nought  to  cheer  my  aching  heart ; 

For  Laura  is  not  there. 
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"  Then  I'll  retire  from  such  a  scene  ; 

But  you,  my  love,  may  go  ; 
Though,  while  you  gambol  on  the  green. 

My  heart  will  melt  with  woe. 

"  The  rolling  seasons  as  they  pass 
May  bring  me  some  relief; 
■    The  lenient  hand  of  Time  may  ease. 
But  ne'er  can  cure,  my  grief 

"  The  fountain  of  my  tears  is  dry ; 

But  still  my  throbbing  heart 
With  bitter  anguish  heaves  the  sigh. 

Still  feels  the  rankling  dart. 

"  Almighty  Power !     Thy  hand  alone. 
The  bleeding  heart  can  bind  : 

My  contrite  spirit  seeks  thy  throne, 
The  sovereign  balm  to  find." 

Colonnade  Row, 

Boston,  May,  i8iS. 


OCCASIONAL     VERSES. 


Oh  !  who  can  count  a  mother's  tears, 

Or  register  her  sighs  ? 
What  language  paint  her  anxious  fears, 

Or  soothe  them  as  they  rise  ? 

Alas  !  my  anxious  fears  are  passed, 
My  doubts  are  now  removed  : 

I've  seen  my  Laura  breathe  her  last, 
My  child  so  dearly  loved. 

Can  it  be  true  that  she's  removed  ? 

Then  where's  her  spirit,  where  ? 
It  is  not  lost,  but  flown  above, 

To  sue  for  pardon  there. 

Not  for  herself,  sweet  child,  for  she 

Was  purity  and  love  ; 
But  for  her  kindred  and  her  friends. 

She'll  supplicate  above. 

Then,  while  I  linger  here  below, 
I'll  cherish  those  she  loved. 

Her  little  sisters,  brothers  too. 
And  all  whom  she  approved. 

Her  active,  ardent  soul  hath  flown 

To  purer  realms  on  high  ; 
There  her  bright  genius  will  expand, 

Nor  can  the  fountain  dry. 

And  angels,  they  will  be  her  friends, 

And  heavenly  lessons  give : 
Methinks  e'en  now  she  humbly  bends 

Instruction  to  receive. 
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The  instrument  she  left  is  still ! 

Her  harp  she  ttines  above, 
Where  she  will  learn  her  Maker's  will, 

And  sing  her  Saviour's  love. 

And  though  no  more  her  voice  so  sweet, 

Nor  instrument,  I  hear, 
I  hope  in  heaven  my  child  to  meet. 

And  join  our  voices  there. 

She  loved  o'er  hill  and  dale  to  rove, 
And  pluck  the  blossoms  wild  : 

The  crystal  streamlet,  too,  she  loved ; 
For  she  was  Nature's  child. 

But  now  she's  gone  —  forever  gone  ! 

Her  life  —  how  short  the  span  ! 
But  I've  another  little  one, 

I'll  call  her  Laura  Ann. 

And  when  I  hear  her  sisters  call 
That  dear  and  well-known  name, 

The  sweet  delusion  I'll  embrace, 
And  think  it  is  the  same. 

And  should  this  little  darling  be 
What  Laura  Ann  has  been. 

Her  eye  as  mild,  her  voice  as  sweet, 
Then  I  shall  smile  again. 

But  ah,  alas  !  these  visions  wild 

I  ne'er  can  realize  ; 
For  still  I  feel  I've  lost  my  child  — 

The  sweet  delusion  flies. 

Colonnade  Row,  Boston,  i8i6. 
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ON  HEARING  MY   BIRD   SING  IN  WINTER. 

Sweet  bird,  who  late  throughout  the  day, 

Hast  silent  been  so  long  ; 
What  now  calls  forth  thy  cheering  lay  ? 

Is't  love  that  wakes  thy  song  ? 

Thou  think'st  perhaps  thy  absent  mate 

Now  pines  and  calls  for  thee  ; 
Thy  nurslings  too,  in  unfledged  state, 

On  some  far  distant  tree. 

Or  dost  thou  see  the  piercing  storm 
From  thy  bright  casement  near  ; 

And  sing  because  thy  cage  is  warm. 
Though  chilling  storms  appear  ? 

Whate'er  the  cause,  thy  notes  are  dear  : 

I  love  thee  more  and  more  ; 
For  now,  no  other  songs  I  hear, 

For  Laura  sings  no  more. 

Once  her  sweet  music  soothed  my  cares, 

And  all  my  hours  beguiled  ; 
But  now  I  banquet  on  my  tears, 

And  list  thy  warblings  wild. 

O  ye  who  analyze  the  heart, 

And  all  its  motions  know, 
Say,  why  does  music  grief  impart, 

And  cause  fresh  tears  to  flow  ? 
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Oh  why,  when  time  and  earthly  care 
Have  healed  Affliction's  wounds, 

Why  do  they  bleed  afresh  to  hear 
Combined  harmonious  sounds  ? 

0  Music  !  soul-inspiring  strains. 
Thy  magic  power  I  know  : 

1  feel  anew  Regret's  sharp  pains 
When  thy  soft  numbers  flow. 

But  sing,  sweet  bird,  nor  heed  the  storm 
I'll  guard  thee  from  the  snow ; 

I'll  watch  thy  cage,  and  keep  thee  warm 
Till  softer  breezes  blow. 

And  when  the  wintry  blasts  are  o'er. 

And  vernal  charms  I  see, 
Then  I  will  ope  thy  prison  door. 

And  give  thee  liberty. 


Boston,   i8i8. 
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There  came  a  fair  and  blooming  boy, 

On  Cupid's  mission  sent : 
His  radiant  face  and  sparkling  eye, 
And  cherry  lip  of  health's  own  dye. 

With  boyish  glee  were  blent. 

A  lovely  offering  he  bore 

From  Flora's  blooming  bowers  ; 
So  tastefully  they  were  arranged, 
That  not  one  rose-bud  could  be  changed,  — 
A  sweet  bouquet  of  flowers. 

He  asked  for  one  who  soon  would  fill 

His  own  lost  mother's  place  ; 
And  yet  the  dear  unconscious  boy 
Smiled,  unconcerned,  with  childish  joy. 

Upon  that  stranger  face. 

And  he  might  smile,  the  darling  son. 

To  see  that  beaming  face  ; 
For  there  benignity  and  love. 
Chastened  by  influence  from  above. 

Her  tranquil  features  graced. 

Then  wherefore  should  those  laughing  eyes 
Be  sad,  or  dimmed  with  tears  ? 

Thy  father's  home  shall  gladdened  be 

For  him,  thy  sister,  and  for  thee. 
Through  many  happy  years. 


May  I,  18 
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TRANSCENDENTALISM. 

"  Transcendent,"  'tis  a  glorious  word, 

All  radiant  of  the  skies  ; 
But  "  transcendental,"  vague  it  seems, 
Made  up  of  mystery  and  dreams, 

Not  kenned  by  mortal  eyes. 

Such  high  aspirings  all  are  vain, 
While  this  earth  is  our  home  : 
Our  self-reliance,  a  poor  reed, 
Which  but  retards,  lends  us  no  speed, 
Nor  strength  for  days  to  come. 

Can  dazzling  meteoric  gleams, 
Illume  life's  dangerous  way  ? 
The  Sun  of  Righteousness  alone 
Can  guide  us  to  the  Holy  One, 
From  whom  we're  prone  to  stray. 

Then,  mortal,  cease  !     Thy  leaden  wings 

Refuse  to  bear  thee  hence  : 
The  fogs  of  earth  surround  thee  still, 
Thy  pinions  clog,  thy  ardor  chill ; 

Thou  can'st  not  rise  from  thence. 

Then  boast  not  of  superior  light. 
Nor  of  some  new-born  sense  ; 
But,  would'st  thou  Nature's  laws  discern, 
From  metaphysics'  lab'rinth  turn, 
And  impious  arrogance. 

Beacon  Street,   183S. 
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TO    A    LITTLE   INVALID,    WITH   A   ROSE 
AND    OTHER    FLOWERS. 

Dearest  Mary,  I  conie  in  the  morn, 
Ere  Sol  looks  down  from  on  high  ; 

For  alas  !  although  but  just  born, 
I  soon  must  wither  and  die. 

But  my  sisters  may  linger  a  while, 

Sweet  myrtle  and  heliotrope  : 
Let  them  chase  away  tears  with  a  smile. 

For  they  are  the  emblems  of  hope. 

We  come  on  a  mission  of  love. 

Your  soul  we  would  fill  with  delight : 

We've  gathered  fresh  odors  above, 
And  beauty  to  dazzle  your  sight. 

But  alas  !  already  I  droop  ; 

My  petals  are  shrivelled  and  pale  ; 
I  soon  shall  be  torn  from  the  group. 

And  strewed  with  the  dust  of  the  vale. 

Then  give  me  some  water,  I  pray, 
And  keep  me  away  from  the  light, 

That  my  perfume  may  bless  you  this  day. 
And  Heaven  protect  you  this  night. 

ROSETTA. 

Beacon  Street,   iS^q. 
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HOPES    AND    FEARS. 

But  for  our  hopes,  our  anxious  fears 

Would  chase  our  joys  away  ; 
But  for  our  fears,  our  ardent  hopes 

Would  lead  us  far  astray. 

Then  welcome  hopes  and  welcome  fears, 

They  may  not  severed  be  : 
Though  fear  may  fill  our  eyes  with  tears, 

Hope  cheers  the  heart  with  glee. 

But  few  and  rare  are  gleesome  hours  ; 

Thorns  oft  impede  our  way  ; 
And,  though  our  path  be  strewed  with  flowers, 

They  wither  and  decay. 

Then  let  us  seek  enduring  flowers. 

Which  will  not  fade  or  die. 
But  blossom  in  immortal  bowers. 

And  bloom  beyond  the  sky. 

Cambridge,  November,   1S61. 
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IMPROMPTU   TO    MRS.   AGASSIZ, 

ON    RECEIVING    A    PAT    OF    BUTTER. 

Dear  Mrs.  Agassiz,  where  shall  I  find 
Fit  words  for  this  and  that,  — 

For  instance,  such  as  suit  my  mind, 
To  thank  you  for  your  pat  ? 

"  Pat !  Pat  who  ?"  methinks  you  say  ; 

Why  pat  of  butter,  sure,  — 
All  stamped  with  little  flowers  so  gay. 

So  fresh,  so  sweet,  and  pure. 

I  could  not  bear  to  spoil  the  form  ; 

But  one  less  scrupulous. 
Thinking,  I  know,  there  was  no  harm, 

A  knife  into  it  thrust. 

And  since  it  is  so  spoiled,  I  think 

I'll  finish  it  to  day  ; 
And,  if  I  cannot  eat  it  all, 

I'll  —  put  the  rest  away. 

Cambridge,   i86i. 
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ON    SEEING   A    LEAF    FALL    IN    AUTUMN. 

Emblem  of  Autumn,  smooth  and  fair, 
How  bright  each  glowing  tint  appears  ! 

I  saw  thee  quivering  in  the  air. 
Fit  emblem  of  declining  years. 

And  as  I  watched  thy  noiseless  fall, 
And  saw  thee  drop  as  from  on  high, 

Methought  thy  fate  awaited  all  ; 

For  all,  like  thee,  must  droop  and  die. 

I  stooped  to  raise  thee  from  the  dust, 
And  gazed  with  contemplative  eye  : 

"  Great  God  !  "  I  cried,  "  thy  laws  are  just," 
But  yet  frail  Nature  heaved  a  sigh. 

This  life  is  all  a  raysterj', 

A  mixture  strange  of  good  and  ill ; 

And,  though  blind  mortals  cannot  see. 
Omnipotence  guides  all  things  still. 

Then  hushed  be  every  anxious  thought. 

Though  we  like  vegetation  die. 
And  this  frail  body  turns  to  nought, 

The  Spirit  soars  to  God  on  high. 

Cambridge,  1864. 
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Fain  would  I  sing  a  cheerful  song, 
And  human  life  the  theme  : 

I  sat  and  mused  and  pondered  long, 
Till  life  seemed  but  a  dream. 

I  looked  abroad  on  earth  and  sky, 
And  wonder  filled  my  soul,  — 

The  earth  below,  the  heavens  above, 
Jehovah  rules  the  whole. 

But  man,  vain  man,  who  stalks  abroad. 
And  calls  it  all  his  own,  — 

Alas  !  how  brief  his  power  is. 
How  soon  his  life  is  flown  ! 

And  whither  does  he  wend  his  way  ? 

Alas  !  he  knoweth  not : 
Perhaps  to  everlasting  day. 

And  perfect  bliss  his  lot. 

Or  if —  oh  name  it  not,  nor  think, 

But  trust  to  Him  alone 
Who  gave  thee  life  and  food  and  drink, 

"  And  may  his  will  be  done  !  " 

Cambridge,  July  31,  1861, 
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